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All joy is with my bitter life at war ;
Yea, I am fallen so far
That all men seem to say, ' Go out from us/
Eyeing my cold white lips, how dead they are.
But^she, though I be bowed unto the dust,
"Watches me ;  and will guerdon me, I trust.
Weep, pitiful Song of mine, upon thy way,
To the dames going and the damozels
For whom and for none else
Thy sisters have made music many a day.
Thou, that art very sad and not as they
Go dwell thou with them as a mourner dwells.
After I had written this poem, I received the visit
of a friend whom I counted as second unto me in the
degrees of friendship, and who, moreover, had been
united by the nearest kindred to that most gracious
creature, And when we had a little spoken together,
he began to solicit me that I would write somewhat
in memory of a lady who had died ; and he disguised
his speech, so as to seem to be speaking of another who
was but lately dead : wherefore I, perceiving that his
speech was of none other than that blessed one herself,
told him that it should be done as he required. Then
afterwards, having thought thereof, I imagined to give
vent in a sonnet to some part of my hidden lamentations ;
but in such sort that it might seem, to be spoken by this
friend of mine, to whom I was to give it. And the
sonnet saith thus : £ Stay now with me,' &c.
This sonnet lias two parts. In the first, I call the Faithful
of Love to hear me. In the second, I relate my miserable
condition. The second begins here, ' Mark how they force!
stay now with me, and listen to my sighs,
Ye piteous hearts, as pity bids ye do.
Mark how they force their way out and press through :
If they be once pent up, the whole life dies.
Seeing that now indeed my weary eyes
Oftener refuse than I can tell to you
(Even though my endless grief is ever new,)
To weep and let the smothered anguish rise.

